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Summary: It was the Hiccup's first day of being chief, and everything 
was peaceful. It was a day of rebuilding and a new start. Evil had 
been vanquished and peace assured, or so they thought ... Unbeknownst 
to them old enemies had finally found a new power far beyond what 
they even thought capable. The power to change fate itself. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**So this is my first story. I hope you like it. I don't own how to 
train your dragons.** 

It has been a week since the battle with Drago Bloodfist and 
everything was going well. The village was rebuilding. The entire 
village mourned the loss of their former chief, but all of them tried 
to look towards the future. Everyone had different views on where 
that future might lead, but every one of them could agree that with 
Hiccup as their new chief nothing was impossible. 

It had been a very long day for Hiccup. Though all the vikings knew 
they had to rebuild the village, it didn't stop the hotheads like 
Snotlout and the twins from getting into fights and causing trouble. 
He had actually been thinking of secretly assigning one or two people 
to have a full time job as their babysitter. The only thing that 
stopped him was the fact that he would never be able to find anyone 
to actually take the job. At least with the dragons helping there was 
food and supplies a plenty. 

It was late at night when he was heading back to his house. 

Everything was settling down for the night. Hiccup reached the door 
of his house when suddenly everything went white... 

When his vision cleared he was still surrounded by white, but now in 
front of him stood a young women. She was beautiful, though unlike 
anyone he had ever seen. She had long black hair done in a braid and 
bright blue eyes. She wore a white halter dress that stopped 



mid-thigh and slanted to her knee. She wore no shoes. She appeared to 
be about sixteen, but there was a presence, a sense of power around 
her that made her seem much, much older. She was looking at him 
expectantly . 

"Who are you? Where am I? Umm what are you?" Hiccup said 
apprehensively backing up a little. 

"Your people don't have a name for what I really am, but I guess you 
could say I'm a Valkyrie. Don't worry I'm not here to collect your 
soul, it isn't your time." She said when he started to back 
up . 

"Then what do you want?" Hiccup asked confused. 

"Some idiots found a very powerful witch. I'd been hunting this 
particular witch for a very long time. Under normal circumstances I 
would simply ignore the people she's using, and use the spell she 
cast to hunt her down. In this instance however, I feel I must 
interfere." she said vaguely. 

"I'm not sure I understand what your talking about. Who found the 
witch and what does this have to do with me?" Hiccup asked even more 
confused . 

"Simple." she said smiling. "Daggur and Alvin are the ones who found 
the witch. The reason I've been hunting her is that she has the power 
to rewrite history and alter destiny. I'm sure you can see the 
implications . " 

"What!?" Hiccup exclaimed going pale. 

"Yes. You see the problem." she said. 

"But wait, you said you normally don't bother helping the people the 
witch messed with. What makes this different?" he asked. 

"You. You are what's different." she said. 

"Could you be a bit more specific? What makes me so different?" he 
asked . 

"Two things actually. The first and possibly most important is that 
you are the pivot point upon which the entire world depends on. Your 
decisions and actions will impact the entire world. The second is 
that in another time you do me a huge favor, and I always repay my 
debts." she said as Hiccup just stared at her dumbfounded. He just 
could not fathom the meaning of her words 

"It seems I might have said to much... No matter. You won't remember 
any of this conversation anyway so don't worry. No pressure." she 
said smiling slyly. 

"Wait, if I'm not gonna be able to remember any of this why am I even 
here? Why bother telling me this?" he asked still really confused. He 
had no idea what to do or even how to take this confounding girl. 

"I brought you here because I'm going to give you a choice. I can 
undo the spell before it even happens, or you can have a second 
chance to rewrite your own destiny. After all nothing is written in 



stone . 


she said. 


"Why would I choose the second choice?" Hiccup asked. 

"Simple, you have nothing really left to lose. In the past all you 
experience is pain and loss. Honestly your past is such that it 
disgusts me that the gods allowed so much abuse to come to such a 
noble hero. So I'm giving you the chance to change that. There will 
be a cost, for nothing comes without a price. What do you think?" she 
asked . 

"Could you maybe give me a straight answer and more details? I'm not 
going to be able to remember any of this anyway so what's the point 
of being so vague?" Hiccup said finally losing his patience. 

" I suppose your right. Sorry, its more of a habit than anything 
else. Ask your questions. I don't guarantee I'll answer all of them 
and some I might have to tell in riddles. After all, I can't make 
this to easy for you" she said impishly. 

"Okay. If the witch is helping Daggur and Alvin how would the 
situation help me?" he asked. 

"You should never trust a witch, even the good ones are very tricky. 
She's going to trick them. She'll rewrite history so that they will 
both get another chance to capture you, but they aren't going to have 
any of their memories of the current time. All they will know is that 
for some reason they are obsessed with you." she said. 

"And how is that a good thing?" Hiccup nearly yelled. 

"Because of the series of events this will put in place." she 
said . 

"You're not going to give me a straight answer about this are you?" 
he asked exasperated. 

"Nope. I said I couldn't make this to easy for you and I meant it." 
she said 

"Okay can you tell me what the differences would be?" he asked trying 
to phrase his questions carefully. 

"I guess I can tell you that. You wouldn't shoot down Toothless, so 
he doesn't lose his tail fin. Because of this you don't lose your 
leg, and eventually the events leading up to your father's death 
don't happen." she said. 

"If I don't shoot him down, do I still meet Toothless?" he 
asked . 

"Of course. The two of you are connected in such a way that not even 
fate itself can separate you." she said. 

"You say my father doesn't die in the same way, does that mean he has 
a longer life or that he dies in another possibly more horrible way?" 
Hiccup asked still trying to word his questions carefully. 

"I can't tell you how your father dies Hiccup." she said sadly. 

Hiccup just looked at her thinking. 



"You already know what's going to happen either way don't you?" he 
asked looking at her intently. 


"Yes, I do. Where are you going with this?" she asked a bit 
suspiciously . 

"If you wanted to, could you manipulate everything in such a way that 
it would be for the best for everyone? "Hiccup said watching her 
closely . 

"Yes and no, I suppose." she said suddenly being very careful with 
her answer, but Hiccup had seen all he needed to. 

"Why is the witch doing this if she plans to betray Daggur and Alvin 
anyway?" he asked changing the topic suddenly. 

"She doesn't really care about the outcome, she just likes to mess 
with people and make chaos in any way she can. She will do anything 
she can to make things more difficult for everyone." she said. 

"What exactly are your intentions with this situation?" Hiccup asked, 
still watching her carefully. He couldn't read her face, but he could 
read her expressions and words a little. 

"I'm not sure I understand where your going with this." She said 
watching the viking with growing interest. It had been a very, very 
long time since anyone had been able to match intellect with her, and 
secretly she was enjoying this battle of wits. 

"Ever since you called me here you've been after something. You were 
very subtle about it, and were deliberately trying to confuse me. So 
what is it you are really after?" Hiccup asked resolutely. 

The girl just smiled, completely delighted. "Alright, you caught me. 
You're right, I am after something. You see, with the current path 
that destiny chose to follow, you and Toothless never reached your 
true potential. My trying to confuse you was actually more of a test 
than anything else." She said looking at him very closely. 

"So, what now?" Hiccup asked. 

"I'll tell you some of what you want to know, and everything that you 
need to know. "She said. 

"Does that mean I passed your test?" he asked. 

"Yes, with flying colors, actually. So you wanted to know why you 
should chose the second option, right?" she began. Hiccup just 
nodded. "Alright then. The main reason I believe you would want to 
choose it is that you will be able to accomplish so much more this 
way and help a lot more people. You won't be merely bound to Berk. 
You've been feeling it, haven't you? The insistent voice in your 
head, telling you that there is still so much more you need to do. 

The need to go farther and farther past the horizon. The feeling that 
something is still missing." 

"How do you know that!" Hiccup said, almost stuttering. He hadn't 
told anyone that. The last time he told Astrid and his mom they had 
both given him very good answers that had helped at the time, but 



neither of them had really understood. 


"Because I know the reason you feel that way. Your true potential can 
not be used in this current path. The one the witch makes will be 
much harder on you, and you will still have to endure a great deal, 
but you will be far better able to use all that pent up potential." 
she said. 

"Will everyone be better off?" Hiccup asked. 

"Yes and no. I can not tell you the fate of everyone. All I can tell 
you is about your fate." she said. 

"But you said that my fate will decide the fate of everyone else so 
why can't you?" he asked shrewdly. 

"A very good point, but I still can not tell you." she said 
laughing . 

"You never did say what exactly you are after." Hiccup 
stated . 

"Alright, alright. What I'm after is your decision." she said 
innocently. Hiccup was not convinced. The more he thought about it 
the more he felt like he was missing something. Then all of the 
sudden it came to him. 

"Would you help me?" he asked suddenly. 

"What do you mean?" She asked surprised. 

"You know how this is going to play out either way, so will you help 
me make the second choice the best course for everyone involved. Will 
you help me make this world a better place for both humans and 
dragons. Will you help me bring peace to this world? I know from my 
own experience that this world has seen very little of it so far." 
Hiccup asked looking at her hopefully. 

She was in shock. Never before had a hero thought to ask for help, 
especially a viking. They were known for their stubbornness and 
inability to see their own shortcomings, but this child had done what 
no one else ever had. He had asked for help, and not even for 
himself. He asked for it for the sake of everyone else. Suddenly she 
smiled. She would help this boy. He would have a destiny the likes of 
which this world had never seen before and may never see again. 

"Of course I'll help." she said. 

"Okay. I choose the second option. Let's rewrite history, for the 
better." Hiccup said. 


2 . Chapter 2 

"So how does this work? What's gonna happen know?" Hiccup asked, not 
realizing that he was shrinking. 

"You're going to be sent back in time. You won't remember most of 
this conversation but there will be some that you do. I'm sending you 
back further than the witch intended, and I'll also be changing a few 



things..." She began. 


"So we're back to being vague. If I'm not gonna remember this what's 
the point?" Hiccup interrupted stamping his foot. That's when he 
noticed that something was different. He looked down at himself, 

"What the heck!" he yelped. 

"I did say I was sending you back earlier. Didn't I? I'm sending you 
back to when you where ten years old. Your going to need the extra 
time, believe me. Where was I? Oh yes! One of the things I will be 
changing is that you are going to have a lot more training. But you 
won't remember any of this conversation. However, you will remember 
this," and with that she snapped her fingers. Hiccup-now a ten year 
old- looked up at her as if seeing her for the first time. 

"Who are you?" he asked stuttering and shaking. 

"It's alright, I'm not here to hurt you. I have a very important 
message for you that I don't want you to forget. You are a very 
important person. You have a destiny far beyond your wildest dreams. 
The people on Berk might call you useless now, but there will be a 
time when you will not only prove them wrong, you will surpass them 
all. You have already earned my help. You may not see me, but know 
that you will never be forsaken. Your path will be long and hard, but 
it will be worth it. Just remember; I will be watching out for you, 
except help from unexpected places, and never give up. You are meant 
for great things. "She said. 

"Who or what are you? "he asked in wonder. 

"I'm a Valkyrie. I'd advise you only tell this dream to someone you 
trust completely. No one else will believe you. You will know who to 
tell when the time is right. Good luck child." she said as the white 
world Hiccup was in faded away. 

Hiccup jerked awake and looked around. He was in his bedroom, just 
like usual. So why did it feel like this was anything but normal? 

Must be remnants from that strange dream. He got up, rubbing the 
sleep from his eyes. Normally he would go to the forge, but his dad 
decided he was spending to much time with Gobber and told him he 
needed to hang out with the kids his own age more. Of course what his 
dad didn't realize was this meant he would be spending a lot of time 
alone . 

He walked out of his house looking around. He could either go into 
the forest or just walk around the village trying to blend in. He 
looked towards the forest. Ever since the rumor that an old assassin 
had moved onto the island most people stayed away. His dad had told 
him not to go very far in the forest too, so there actually could be 
something to that rumor. He finally decided to sit under a tree right 
outside the village to draw. He had a great new idea for a catapult 
that would make it shoot twice as far. He was so caught up in the 
design he didn't notice a certain group of kids sneaking up on 
him . 

"What ya doin now useless?" Snotlout said standing over him suddenly. 
Hiccup slapped the book shut and tried get up. Snotlout just pushed 
him back down. On either side of him was the twins, all three of them 
wearing identical expressions. 



" I was getting pretty bored. Then I saw you just sitting here and 
decided hey, why not liven up useless's day?" Snotlout said punching 
his hand. Hiccup just looked at the three of them and subtly slid his 
book further into the woods, if they noticed it they would just rip 
it up or something along those lines. 

About an hour later Hiccup limped into the woods. He was done with 
the village for today. As he wandered around he thought about why he 
was even born. The dream was still fresh in his mind but he just 
could not see how it could be true. Who_ knows. Maybe it really was 
just a dream, based off wishful thinking. _ He thought. 

When he looked around he realized he had no idea where he was. He'd 
never come this far into the woods and he'd been so lost in thought 
he hadn't paid any attention to where he was going. His injuries were 
really beginning to hurt to. He saw a fallen tree not far from where 
he was and went to sit down on it. 

As he sat he began to think over the meaning of his life. Ever since 
he was four years old it was obvious, even to him that he was 
different. While all the other kids would run around screaming and 
pretending to kill dragons, he would be looking around watching the 
people of the village go about their lives. While all the other kids 
took everything as a given, he would ask questions about everything. 
That's honestly where he got his nickname. One of the times he was 
asking his dad a question, his dad had snapped at him yelling, "Stop 
being so useless, asking all these questions. You're just getting in 
the way. Go play or something." After that the entire village started 
calling him 'useless'. 

All of these things made him wonder why he couldn't be like everyone 
else. He had tried to blend in but that just seemed to make things 
worse. The more he thought about it the more he wondered if there 
really was a thing called 'mercy'. He certainly had never had any. 

The village constantly berated him, he'd lost count of all the 
beatings he'd gotten, and not just from Snotlout and the twins. 
Everything that went wrong was always his fault even if he had 
nothing to do with it. As far as he could remember the only one in 
the village who had shown him mercy was Gothi . She had seen him 
limping pretty badly once and grabbed his collar dragging him into 
her hut. Then she treated his wounds and sent him away. After that 
though he learned to hide his injuries. His dad had gotten on to him 
as soon as he heard telling him not to be so clumsy. His dad had 
shown mercy to everyone else in the village, except him. _I guess the 
village mistake doesn't deserve mercy_. Hiccup thought. 

Not far from where Hiccup sat, a man was sitting, watching him. 


3 . Chapter 3 

He had been watching the boy for some time. He normally just kept a 
general watch over the village in order to spot any idiots foolish 
enough to come into his part of the forest. The agreement he and the 
chief made was that he would be left alone. The rumors he had spread, 
combined with his scare tactics had been sufficient to keep people 
away so far, but one could never be too careful, especially with 
vikings. So he had done a general sweep of the village and intended 
to go home, but the boy sitting there on the edge of the village had 
caught his eye for some reason. 



He'd had nothing else to do, so he decided to watch him for a bit. 

See if he could find out what had caught his eye. The boy seemed 
content to just sit quietly under the tree drawing. That in itself 
was unusual for a viking. None of the ones he came in contact with 
could sit still for over ten minutes, if that long. There was a 
wealth of intelligence in his eyes, another anomaly for vikings. He 
had honestly never met a viking with any kind of intelligence. Sure a 
few of them could read and write, and there where a fair few who had 
a decent memory, but never had he even seen a glimmer, of the keen 
intelligence shining in this boy's eyes. The boy was so caught up in 
what ever he was working on, that he didn't see the three ruffians 
approach him. He watched as the kid had tried to get up, only to be 
pushed back down. 

When the boy had slid the book further into the forest, he hadn't 
been able to resist grabbing it to look through later. He watched as 
those brats had attacked. The boy he had been watching didn't even 
bother fighting back, but he noticed he did try to guard himself. 

Hmm, the kid had potential. Seemed almost a shame to see it go to 
waste, but that wasn't his problem. If these idiotic vikings wanted 
to waste such a gem as this, who was he to argue. He watched as the 
ruffians, finally having had enough 'fun' left the boy laying on the 
ground. He expected the kid to go to his house or to the healers 
house to get his wounds treated, but the boy did neither. The boy got 
up dusted himself off and headed further into the foresta€"but that 
look. It had only lasted a moment, but the look of defiance in his 
eyes was almost enough to make a hardened warrior like him shiver 
with anticipation. It was the look of a fighter. This boy may be 
down, but he wasn't broken yet. To see such a rare fire being 
squandered by idiots to stupid to see what they had was almost to 
much . 

He decided to follow the boy further. The boy seemed lost in every 
sense of the word. Lost in thought and not paying attention to where 
he was going. The boy seemed to jerk awake, as he realized where he 
was. Instead of freaking out like most vikings his age would do when 

they realized they were lost, the boy just sat down on a fallen tree 

to continue thinking. The man decided to look at the book to see just 
what type of person this kid was. What he expected to see when he 

opened it was nothing compared to what he saw. It was a journal 

describing the boy's life, and his ideas for ways to better life 
around the village. He looked at the boy again, then returned to the 
journal . 

From what he read it was obvious to him that vikings were far more 
idiotic than even he thought. For them to have such a marvel, 
overflowing with potential seemed criminal. It was obvious that they 
didn't appreciate or even want the boy. He smiled. Who was he to turn 
his back on a fellow outsider. He'd made his decision. If nothing 
else he'd give the kid somewhere to get away from those idiots. 

He walked calmly out of the trees and into the boy's line of sight. 
The boy's eyes went huge with fear and apprehension. Seems he's heard 
the rumors. The man just smiled, still completely calm, something 
that didn't escape the boy's notice. As he came closer, the boy 
didn't appear as scared, but he was still very cautious. He was 
liking this kid more and more by the minute, and just when he'd given 
up on humanity itself, he chuckled to himself. 



"Who are you?" the boy asked. 


"That depends... Who are you?" he asked confidently. He stopped a 
couple of feet away to give the kid some space. 

"My name's Hiccup. You are?" the boy asked. 

_'So his name's Hiccup, it doesn't suit him. '_ The man though to 
himself as he said, "You can call me Key. What are you doing way out 
here? " 

"I got lost. What about you?" Hiccup asked still being cautious. 

"I live out here." Key said smirking as he saw the expression on 
Hiccup's face. 

"So your the assassin that lives in the forest?" Hiccup 
exclaimed . 

"Seems so." Key said still smirking. When Hiccup couldn't seem to 
form any coherent words. Key closed the distance between them. He 
grabbed Hiccup by his uninjured arm and started dragging him even 
further into the woods. Silently laughing at the expression on 
Hiccup's face. 

(Hiccup ' s POV) 

_Great, just great. This is just my luck. First I get beat up, then I 
get lost in the forest, and then I get abducted by the legendary 
assassin. Who, by the way, has never been seen beforea€"at least by 
anyone still alive to tell the tale._ Hiccup thought. Well, at least 
Key might be merciful? Who really cared anymore honestly. He had been 
sitting there wondering if there was even a reason he was alive. 

After all the near-death experiences he'd had, he was beginning to 
wonder. He still couldn't get that dream out of his head 
though . 

Hiccup looked at the man who had grabbed hima€"by his uninjured arm 
at that, could he have possibly known? A thought for another day. Key 
didn't really look like a legendary assassin, but then again how 
would he know what an assassin was supposed to look like. Key was 
tall and skinny. He didn't look anything like what all the vikings 
thought a great warrior should look like. He had dark brown hair with 
just a hint of silver and golden brown eyes. The grip on Hiccup's arm 
was firm, but not hard enough to leave bruises, a rare occurrence. 
There was something about him. He didn't seem that old, or even that 
strong, but something told Hiccup not to underestimate him. 

He looked forward. They seemed to be going pretty far into the woods. 
He had no idea where Key was taking him, or even where he was at that 
instant. Well it didn't look like he had much choice either way, so 
might as well go with it. What did he have to lose? His life was 
already pretty much useless according to the village. Maybe this guy 
would just put him out of his misery. He really didn't want to die 
though, so just wait and watch. Not like he could do anything else 
anyway . 

Out of nowhere a house appeared. It was hidden completely by 
overgrown brush and dense trees. If Key hadn't been dragging him 
towards it he probably could have just walked straight by it never 



noticing. He didn't know what to expect, but Key probably wasn't 
going to him kill after bringing him all the way here. 


(KEY'S POV) 

Hiccup seems to have calmed down. He pushed Hiccup into a seat and 
went to the cabinets. He got everything he would need to treat 
Hiccup's wounds. Hiccup seemed still in shock, looking around. When 
he leaned down with a damp towel to wipe the blood off Hiccup's face. 
Hiccup jumped and jerked away seeming unreasonably scared. 

"What are you doing?" Hiccup asked, slightly shaking. 

"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm cleaning your wounds. Doesn't 
your father or someone do this when you go home beat up?" Key asked 
still confused at Hiccup's reaction. 

"No. If my dad notices I'm hurt I just get in trouble. I get the same 
lecture about how a real viking wouldn't allow himself to get hurt. 
How a real viking isn't so clumsy. How a real viking fights back and 
wins as many as he loses, making others not want to pick on them. How 
real fights are what make real men. The lecture goes on and on. It's 
my fault I get picked on anyway, if I was a better viking the others 
wouldn't feel the need to beat me up." Hiccup said looking at the 
floor . 

Hearing all of this Key was getting angrier and angrier. From the 
sound of it, this had been drilled into Hiccup from the time he was 
old enough to walk. With a strength of will that had served him well, 
he was able to sound calm even though he was anything but. 

"So your telling me that your father thinks it's a good thing that 
three brats, all of them bigger than you, gang up on you and beat you 
up? Your father thinks that you getting hurt is always your 
fault?"Rey asked quietly. When Hiccup just nodded he thought his head 
was going to explode. He usually had better control over his temper. 
He took another look at the kid who had unknowingly caught his 
attention. From the sound of things it was a miracle in and of itself 
that the kid wasn't broken down completely and/or to cynical to move. 
As he continued treating Hiccup's wounds he took a minute to make 
sure he could still speak without sounding angry. 

"Sounds like that village is even dumber than I thought." He said. 
Hiccup jerked his head up in shock. 

"What are you talking about?" Hiccup asked confused. 

"Here they have someone with astounding potential and all they can 
think about is that you're different. Got news for them, it's the 
ones who stay the same that die out. If you can't adapt then you're 
to stupid to survive. It's the smart ones that triumph in the end, 
not the muscle-bound idiots." Key said. 

"What potential? I'm nothing but a mistake! The whole village hates 
me because they know I'll never be anything but a nuisance to them. 
Even my own dad thinks I'm useless." Hiccup exclaimed looking 
down . 

"Do you know the definition of insanity?" Rey asked suddenly. When 
Hiccup shook his head, he continued. "Insanity means repeating the 



same action over and over and expecting a different 
outcome . " 

"What's your point?" Hiccup asked getting annoyed. 

"The point is that you and your village are doing just that. Your 
village keeps pushing you down, seemingly trying to break you, 
thinking that that will make you more of a 'viking'. And you keep 
trying to be something you obviously aren't, thinking that will gain 
their acceptance." Key said. 

"So basically you're telling me I'm insane." Hiccup said dryly. 

" Well, you are trying to be a viking." Key said. 

"What's wrong with being a viking?" Hiccup asked. 

"Aside from their kill first, don't ask questions attitude? Who else 
but a viking is insane enough to continuously smash their head 
against a rock and think it's the best way to get past it." He 
pointed out. 

"How did you know about that?" Hiccup demanded. 

"Know about what?" Key asked. 

"About my dad telling me to smash my head against a rock." Hiccup 
said . 

"He actually did that? No wait, let me guess, you disappointed him 
because you got a concussion." Key said sarcast ically . When Hiccup 
just nodded he was dumbfounded. "What exactly did he think was gonna 
happen? " 

"He told me that a real viking would've been able to make the rock 
split in two." Hiccup said. 

"Please tell me your joking. It's a miracle you have any brain left 
after being around those idiots. Tell you what, any time you wanna 
have a break from the idiots, feel free to come here. For you the 
door's open." Key said having finally finished cleaning Hiccup's 
wounds . 

"Why?" Hiccup asked still a bit suspicious. 

"Because you're the first viking whose company I can actually stand. 
It's starting to get late. You better get home." Key said standing 
up . 

"Okay. Thanks. Which way is the village?" Hiccup asked standing up 
to . 

"About half an hour's walk that way." Key said pointing to the left. 
He watched as Hiccup took one last look around then began walking in 
the direction he was told. Key followed a good distance away to make 
sure he made it without any problems . 

On the way back to his house he couldn't help but laugh at the irony 
of the whole thing. He had come to this island to get away from any 
reminders of his past, and yet he couldn't help thinking about how 



similar the circumstances where between himself and Hiccup. He'd 
already made up his mind. He was going to train the kid, not as an 
assassin, but definitely as a warrior. The kid was overflowing with 
potential. Now all he had to do was gain his trust, not an easy task 
considering the attitude most vikings had toward assassins. The kid 
definitely needed help. Hiccup was trapped in a no win situation with 
no way out . He knew better than to think he was anywhere near a 
saint, but he wasn't as hardhearted as most people believed, and it 
would take a completely heartless individual to turn his back on such 
a situation. That being said it spoke volumes for that no good 
village, that they treated one of their own like that. Whether it 
would be from him or someone else, that village would have hell to 
pay for its crimes against that kid one day. 

There was no way for him to force the kid to leave, even for his own 
good, but the least he could do was give him an option. He'd teach 
him everything he knew about surviving in any situation, but first he 
needed to show the kid that all the things vikings thought they knew 
about him was wrong. 


4 . Chapter 4 

It had been a couple of weeks since he first met Key. At first he had 
not intended to go back, but circumstancesa€"not to mention his own 
curiositya€"won the fight with his common sense. Plus it wasn't as if 
he had anything better to do. The days seemed to fly by when he was 
with the old assassin. He was actually able to be himself there. 

He was never ridiculed for his ideas or question, quite the contrary. 
Key encouraged him to ask. Key knew a great deal on a wide variety of 
topics. But he never got angry when asked a question he couldn't 
answer. He'd just say he didn't know. Key once told him _a wise man 
will admit ignorance honestly, it's only fools who try to cover it up 
with bravado. _ 

It wasn't just the fact that he was finally allowed to be himself 
that made the trips to the forest so great. Key actually treated him 
like a person who had worth. Key was kind to him and genuinely seemed 
to enjoy his company. It was that precious gift that he had been 
yearning for his entire life. It was something no one else had ever 
given him, not even Gobber who had been more of a father to him than 
his real dad. 

Every time he visited Key, he learned something new. He was beginning 
to think that everything the village said about Key was way off. 

There was no doubt he was a mighty warrior, but vicious, 
cold-blooded, remorseless, and cowardly killer a€"yeah right. The 
more he thought about it, pretty much everything his village believed 
was wrong, so why should he be surprised to find out they were wrong 
about this? 

He was on his way to see Key when Snotlout jumped him from 
behind . 

"Haven't seen you around much useless. Did you decide to do the 
village a favor and ask the assassin that lives out here to put you 
out of your misery?" Snotlout sneered, standing with his foot in the 
middle of Hiccup's back. Hiccup tried to get away, but when that 
didn't work he just stayed quiet. At this point he knew anything he 



said would just make things worse. 


About two hours later Hiccup limped into the clearing that hid Key's 
house from view. Key was just coming from around the back. He took 
one look at Hiccup and then motioned for him to come into the house. 
Once he was seated he watched Key get the necessary tools together to 
start cleaning his wounds. 

"So what happened this time?" Key asked after he started wiping the 
blood off his face. 

"Apparently, Snotlout's dad was training him in combat, and Snotlout 
wasn't vicious enough. He told him to go practice, so of course he 
came looking for me." Hiccup said. 

"So the entire village is completely okay with you getting beaten up 
like this on a daily basis?" Key asked in the quit voice that Hiccup 
was beginning to learn meant he was really mad. 

"Yeah, the village thinks I deserve it. They say I should have been 
sent off to sea as an infant like all the other runts before me." 
Hiccup said sighing. 

"Why do you put up with it? If it was me I would have left years 
ago . " Key said . 

"Where would I go? What could I do? I can't even defend myself 
against the twins. I wouldn't last three days out there. Besides if I 
run away it just means that they are right and I am nothing more than 
a coward and a weakling." Hiccup said as Key finished tending his 
wounds . 

"So basically your life is like this chain within the lock, right?" 
Key said handing Hiccup the chain and lock. 

"Yeah, I guess so, but what good is having a chain looped around 
nothing in a locked lock?" Hiccup asked confused. 

"Indeed. What good is a lock that can't open. Your a blacksmith, you 
should be able to open it." Key said. 

"Yeah just give me the key." Hiccup said still confused. 

"Ah, but that lock doesn't have a key." Key said. 

"Then how am I supposed to open it? Smash it with a rock? One, I'm 
not sure I'm strong enough to break it and two, I think that would 
defeat the purpose." Hiccup said confused. 

"Your thinking like a viking again. As I said your life is like that 
lock and chain. The loop is all of your attempts to be like them. You 
give it your best shot and they still treat you like crap. The 
endless cycle, you try, they find fault, they punish you, you try 
again. The key would be you becoming just like them, but just like 
this lock you can't change what you are; however, you can change the 
way you do things. A lock without a key is useless to most people, 
but those people are fools who don't know anything anyway." Key 
said . 


"I get what you mean about the lock being just like me, but like you 



said a lock without a key is useless. Are you saying I'm always going 
to be useless?" Hiccup said beginning to get upset. 


"No, that's not what I'm saying at all. I'm saying that to most 
people the lock is useless. I however have a different type of key. 
The type of key that can open any lock. I'm offering you another 
way." Key said holding up a very thin piece of metal. 

"How are you going to open a lock with just a thin piece of metal?" 
Hiccup asked still really confused. 

"Like this" Key said as he quickly inserted the metal into the key 
hole. There were a few scraping sounds and then the lock popped 
open . 

"That's so cool, but what does that have to do with me?" Hiccup 
asked . 

"Simple, there's no way your going to ever become a viking. You're 
simply too smart for it. So I'll teach you a different path. Whether 
you stay or leave is your decision, but I will give you the tools to 
survive either way, so that you do at least have that choice. What 
I'm offering you is freedom. The freedom to choose your own path 
rather than let idiots make it for you." Key said. 

"I know I'll probably never be a viking, but I don't want to be an 
assassin either." Hiccup said. 

"Good, because I wouldn't want you to. I'm not trying to make you 
into something you're not. I'm offering to teach you how to survive 
any situation. I won't teach you the ways of death, I want to teach 
you how to live, even when it seems the world itself is against you. 
I've seen flashes of your warrior spirit, all I want to do is let it 
out. So how about it? What do you want?" Key said watching Hiccup's 
face very closely. 

"I..." He began but hesitated, thinking about everything Key had 
said. Thinking about his life so far and what his life was probably 
going to continue to be like if he continued doing the same thing. 

Key was completely right about the closed loop. It was becoming 
obvious to him that it didn't really matter what he did, the village 
seemed to hate him for merely daring to exist in the first place. 

Then he remembered the dream he had had the day before he met Key. He 
took a deep breath and said with absolute conviction, "I want 
freedom. " 


5 . Chapter 5 

The first step toward training was to find a good place to do it. 
They needed a clearing that had plenty of room, but wasn't easily 
seen or found. It took two days of looking around the forest, but 
Hiccup found a secluded cove that was pretty deep in the woods. It 
could only be entered though two boulders so it would be very 
difficult for any of the normal vikings to find. 

Hiccup's days included working in the forge in the mornings, and 
training in the cove with Key in the evenings. The training day 
usually began with an intense workout. Then they would have a rest 
period. After they recovered a bit he would begin skill training. 



Time passed and Hiccup learned a great many things. When someone 
actually took the time to teach him, he was a very able student. He 
learned lock picking, how to tie and untie any type of knot, how to 
use just about any type of weapon, how to disable an opponent with 
any type of weapon while unarmed himself, how to get out of any type 
of restraint, even how to dislocate and relocate joints in case he 
had to escape a situation in a quick manner, how to quickly assess a 
situation, how to know when the odds where too much to fight, he was 
even beginning to develop a tolerance for debilitating drugs and 
common poisons, and so much more. 

Key was a very thorough teacher and he wanted to ensure that Hiccup 
would be prepared for any situation he found himself in. Because of 
this, strategy was the main point of discussion during the rest 
period . 

" One of the most important things to remember is you need to know 
your enemy. Whether it's vikings of another tribe, Romans, or any 
other type of people. If it's vikings they always rely on brute 
strength and numbers. If you find yourself surrounded by a group of 
enemy vikings the best thing you can do, for right now, is wait and 
watch. It may take a while, but vikings will always make a sloppy 
mistake. Right now you don't have the strength to go toe to toe with 
a whole group of vikings. You will when you get older, if you keep 
training, but for now it's crucial to know your limits. You may have 
more skill than this entire village put together, but you will still 
have to improvise to make up for your lack of strength. Don't let 
that discourage you though, you can always increase your strength 
with training, and in an even fight, skill will always win over brute 
strength; however, the odds of ever fighting a fair fight are slim to 
none. Most of the time, the opponent, especially if they are vikings, 
will try to back you into a corner, or gang up on you. The thing to 
do is decide your own fighting code and stick to it. That is one of 
the few things that I'm not going to be able to teach you. I can 
guide you if you want, but when push comes to shove, you are the one 
who has to decide how far you are willing to go. My advice is always 
start fair and honest, but to also be prepared for if and when the 
enemy decides to get dirty. My philosophy is that I can fight as 
dirty as they make me. Again that is a personal choice every warrior 
has to make for themselves. Remember bravado normally indicates the 
heart of a coward." Rey said, as he lectured Hiccup on strategy. 

"So the louder they are, the more likely it is that they are nothing 
more than cowards?" Hiccup said. 

"Yes. They may have told you that we are the cowards for sneaking 
around in the shadows, but let me ask you this: Which do you think is 
more cowardly, getting a whole bunch of your buddies together to go 
mob someone, or going into enemy territory completely alone in order 
to face them in there own territory." Rey asked. 

"I think you're right. It takes more guts to go into enemy territory 
on your own, rather than rely on a bunch of other people, but I still 
don't want to be an assassin." Hiccup said. 

"Now I'm not training you to be an assassin, but with this set of 
skills you could very easily be a mercenary if you wanted. A 
mercenary is someone who has the skill, and knowledge of an assassin, 
they just choose not to kill if they don't want to. They have total 
independence, and answer to no one. I'm not trying to convince you to 



be a mercenary either. Choose your own path, and follow your own 
code. Don't let anyone else decide your fate for you. Well that's 
enough lecturing, let's get back to work." Key said standing up. They 
got into position and began sparing. 

This type of training had been going on for several months, when a 
very unusual conversation took place. Hiccup had been struggling with 
a general sense of unease. He couldn't get that one dream out of his 
head, and there where moments in the village he had an odd sense of 
Deja'vu. It would only last for about a minute, and he could never 
tell what it was or what it meant. He wasn't sure he could tell 
anyone about it, especially in the village. Finally one day during 
training. Key saw that Hiccup was too distracted to do well at 
training, he knew this had been going on for several weeks, and since 
it didn't seem to be resolving itself he finally decided to confront 
him about it . 

"Hiccup, sit down. What's wrong?" He asked sitting down on a boulder 
himself . 

"I don't know what you're talking about." Hiccup said not looking Key 
in the eye, but sitting down on a boulder close to Key. 

"You know exactly what I'm talking about. You've been distracted for 
about a week. I've let it go because I didn't want to pry, but 
obviously it's not getting better, so tell me what's wrong. You know 
you can tell me anything." Key said. 

"Well... you remember when we first met?" Hiccup began, knowing he 
wouldn't be able to get out of telling Key the truth. The old 
assassin could get you to tell him anything, and honestly this was 
something he wanted to share, he just didn't know who he could talk 
to that would actually believe him. When Key just nodded. Hiccup 
continued. "Well that night I had a really strange dream. I haven't 
been able to get that dream out of my head." 

"Well that usually means it's important, containing important 
information. What was it about if you don't mind me asking." Key 
said . 

"It was about a Valkyrie, but it was probably just wishful thinking. 

I mean, why would a Valkyrie talk to me of all people." Hiccup 
said . 

"What did she look like?" Key asked staring at Hiccup intently. 

"She was beautiful, though unlike anyone I've ever seen. She had long 
black hair done in a braid and bright blue eyes. She wore a white 
halter dress that stopped mid-thigh and slanted to her knee. She wore 
no shoes. She appeared to be about sixteen, but there was a presence, 
a sense of power around her that made her seem much, much older. She 
seemed to know me... but that's not possible. I mean it was probably 
just me wishing for a future." Hiccup said self-consciously . 

"I don't think it was wishful thinking. Did this Valkyrie say 
anything? Give you any type of message?" Key said giving Hiccup a 
weird look. 

"Yes, she said that I am a very important person. That I have a 
destiny far beyond my wildest dreams. That the people of Berk might 



call me useless now, but there will be a time when I not only prove 
them wrong, but I will surpass them all. That I have already earned 
her help. That I may not see her, but to know that I will never be 
forsaken. That the path would be long and hard, but that it will be 
worth it. To remember; that she will be watching out for me, to 
except help from unexpected places, and to never give up. That I am 
meant for great things. But all of that just sounds like some hero. 
I'm about the furthest thing you can get from a hero." Hiccup said 
looking down. Key just stared at him wearing that odd look on his 
face . 

"I think that that dream was really a Valkyrie telling you the truth. 
I know for a fact that the very first time I saw you I knew without a 
shadow of a doubt that you were meant for great things. I don't know 
what kind of destiny you have ahead of you, but I do know this, if I 
could see the potential buried deep inside you with nothing more than 
a glance, than a Valkyrie would have no problem seeing it a mile 
away. It is honestly an honor to train you and see some of that 
potential come to light. Stop doubting yourself. Forget everything 
that no good barbaric idiotic good-for-nothing viking village said 
about you. Every last one of them is a pathetic excuse for a warrior 
anyway. They wouldn't know potential if it fell out of a tree and hit 
them in the head." Key said passionately. 

"You don't think I just imagined the whole dream? You think it was 
real?" Hiccup said surprised. 

"Yes, I believe it was real. Let's get back to my house, you've done 
enough practice for today and there's something I want to teach you." 
Key said standing up. They walked back to his house. Hiccup sat at 
the table and watched as Key got several pieces of paper and two 
pencils. He brought them over and sat across the table from him. 

"I don't know how or when you might leave Berk. One thing I do know 
is that your potential is too big for Berk to contain. If you leave 
of your own free will, I hope you'll come and let me know and let me 
tag along. If you leave Berk against your will, I know for a fact 
that with all the things I've taught you, even if it takes a while, 
you will be able to get away. Should this happen I'm going to teach 
you a secret code. I'm the only living person who knows this code so 
don't worry about using it for any type of information, even if you 
have something to tell me that you don't want anyone else to know. 
When you escape, and settle on either coming back or living elsewhere 
write me a letter in this code. You can give it to any trader and 
they'll make sure it gets to me." Key said. 

"But why would you want to come with me? Isn't this your home?" 

Hiccup asked. 

"No. Honestly I wouldn't have stayed here this long if I hadn't met 
you. You're like the son I never had. I'm not saying I want to take 
your father's place, but I consider you my family. You're the only 
family I have. I'm staying here for you. Honestly I can live 
anywhere, but where ever you are I would like to know you're okay. As 
I said, I'm teaching you all the tools you'll need to survive, either 
here or anywhere else. And I'm gonna tell you straight off, if it 
wasn't for the fact that you still care for them, I would have 
destroyed this entire village for the crap they put you through." Key 
said perfectly serious. 



"I'm okay, really. Just the things you've taught me are making my 
life so much easier. No one even notices that I have a lot more 
muscle. And the techniques you taught me so that when I get beat up 
it just looks like I'm really hurt makes my life so much better. 
Snotlout doesn't even realize I'm not hurt." Hiccup said smiling at 
the memory. 

"Good for you. Like I said before, it'll be better if no one from the 
village notices you're not a toothpick anymore. People see what they 
want to see, not what really is. Now let's get down to this code." 

Key said, and with that they began working on it. 

It had been four years since Hiccup had been begun training with Key. 
He was still thin and small but now he was all lean muscle. It was 
his fourteenth birthday and he was on his way to Key's house. He had 
already spent the morning at the forge with Gobber and his father 
usually ignored his birthday anyway. 

He was about twenty minutes from the clearing when suddenly he was 
jumped from behind. He tried to struggle even as his hands where tied 
behind his back and a cloth with some sweet smelling herb was forced 
over his mouth and nose. Very quickly everything went black... 

** So this is where things start heating up! I hope you're enjoying 
the story so far. Please review and let me know how I'm 
doing ! * * 


6. Chapter 6 

Key was walking through the forest, looking for Hiccup. He knew 
something was wrong when Hiccup never showed up. He had told Key that 
today was his birthday and that after the noon meal he would come by 
the house. He should have been there an hour ago, but Key couldn't 
find any sign of the boy. Then he came upon a clearing about twenty 
minutes from his house, he found Hiccup's journal. Key knew Hiccup 
would never just leave his journal in the middle of the forest. He 
looked around. From the marks on the ground. Hiccup was grabbed from 
behind by at least three large men. Key guessed they were vikings 
from another village, but if that was the case then they would have 
needed someone from the village to tell them where Hiccup would be. 

If he ever found out who it was that betrayed Hiccup, he would kill 
them in the most painful way he knew. 

One thing was for sure, the village was going to pay for it's crimes. 
This was the last straw. The fact that they would actually turn so 
completely on one of their own... they had to pay. He was on his way 
to ensure that every last one of them paid in full when a young women 
suddenly appeared in front of him. 

"Ah ah ah. You know if you destroy the village Hiccup will never 
forgive you." She said sitting calmly on a fallen tree. She seemed 
perfectly at ease, facing the furious assassin. 

"YOU! What the heck are you doing here!" Key demanded, crossing his 
arms. He knew there was no point trying to ignore her, besides he 
wanted some answers. 


"Why do you ask when you already know?" She said smiling 
innocently . 



"You and your stupid riddles. Why can't you ever just say things 
straight out?" he said crossly. 


"What's the fun of that?" She asked. 

"Why are you here?" he asked leaning over her menacingly. 

"Oh, chill. I'm here to make sure you don't do something drastic. I 
know you're angry, but you need to think about Hiccup. How would he 
feel if his home was destroyed? He'd never forgive you for something 
like that." she said calmly completely unfazed by his attempt to 
intimidate her. 

"Fine. You're right. I know you're right, but those monsters need to 
pay for what they did. I mean, one of them had to betray Hiccup. 
There's no other way his abduction could have gone so smoothly." he 
said resigned. He walked over to lean on a tree across from 
her . 

"You're right. The village does need to pay a price, but I'm the one 
who is going to collect. They will indeed know my wrath over this 
incident, don't worry about that." she said angrily as her eyes began 
to glow. 

"Who betrayed him?" Key asked. 

"I'm not going to tell you that either." she said smiling 
again . 

"Come one. Let me do something to vent this rage." He said. 

"You're a big boy. I think you can control your temper by now. 
Besides, you tend to get carried away quite easily." she 
said . 

"Fine. I get it. So you're the Valkyrie ... "Key said 
thoughtfully . 

"Indeed." she said laughing. 

"You know, if you wanted me to train him, you could have just said 
so. You didn't need to be so enigmatic about the whole thing." he 
said . 

"But this way is so much more fun!" she said. 

" And what would you have done if I didn't start training him, or if 
I had picked the wrong kid?" Key asked. 

"There's no way you would have chosen the wrong child and I knew his 
innocence could melt any heart, even one as stubborn as yours." she 
said . 

"So what made you pick Hiccup? I mean I know he has a wealth of 
potential just waiting to burst through, but what was it that drew 
your eye?" Key asked. 

"Many things to be completely honest. You did notice that he's a 
pivot point, didn't you?" she said. 



"Yeah, that was fairly obvious. He also had the whiff of a time witch 
spell, though it only began a few months ago." Key said. 

"That whiff you caught was a spell by a very powerful witch. She 
rewrote history altering his destiny. The biggest reason I'm involved 
is I'm connected to him in two other worlds the witch inadvertently 
made, so I decided to take things in hand. Would you rather the witch 
control his fate, or me?" she asked. 

"Definitely you. You may make things a lot more complicated than they 
need to be, but you always have the persons best interests at heart." 
He said without a second of hesitation. 

"You've grown attached to him, haven't you?" She asked. 

"You knew that was going to happen before you made me get stuck on 
this stupid island. Don't even bother trying to deny it." he 
said . 

"I wasn't going to. I thought it would do you both good to bring the 
two of you together. He needed someone to recognize and nurture his 
true potential. You needed someone to remind you that not all humans 
are hopeless causes. You both needed someone who would be there for 
you and bring out the best in each other. That's why I brought you 
guys together." she said smiling. 

" You know I resent your still manipulating my life, even if it did 
turn out better than I could have done." Key said glaring at 
her . 

"Relax. You know I wouldn't have done it if it hadn't been for your 
own good. Besides, Hiccup needed a strong teacher, and you were the 
only one I could trust with the job. You should feel honored that I 
trust you so much." she said. 

"Yeah, some honor." he mumbled. 

"Weren't you the one who told Hiccup that it was an honor to train 
him?" she said innocently. 

"So you've been watching us this whole time." he said. 

"But of course. I had to keep an eye on Hiccup, besides I couldn't 
resist seeing your expression when he told you about me. It was 
hilarious!" she said giggling. 

"Is he going to be okay?"Rey said. 

"I'm not going to lie to you, he's going to go through a lot of pain. 
Any one else would die within six months. But with the things you've 
taught him, not to mention his own remarkable determination, he'll 
make it. Before these ordeals are over he will reach his breaking 
point. I'm sorry, but it is necessary." she said resignedly. 

"Why is it necessary? Tell me where they are taking him! I'll go to 
help-" Rey started. 


"I can't let you do that." 


she said interrupting him. 



"Why not?" Rey said. 


"Because, this is something he must endure. To make a sword it must 
endure fire, the hotter the flame the sharper the blade. This is the 
same thing. I did tell him before the witch's spell had taken place 
that he would have to go through a great deal. At the very least 
nothing permanent will be done. Where there is pain there must still 
be pain." she said. Rey just looked at her furious, knowing that 
there was nothing he could do. Finally he couldn't take it anymore 
and stalked towards the village. 

"Where do you think you're going? I already told you, that you can't 
destroy the village. You can't kill Stoic either. You know that." she 
called after him. 

"Yes. I know I can't kill them. But that doesn't mean I can't put the 
fear of Hell into them! "Rey shouted back not bothering to turn around 
or slow down. 

"Boys will be boys, I guess." the Valkyrie said with a bemused smile 
on her face. 


End 
f lie . 



